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I'll wander on, with tentless heed
How never-halting moments speed,
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ;

Then, all unknown,
I'll lay me with th5 inglorious dead.
Forgot and gone !

Bat why o' death begin a tale ?
Just now we're living sound and hale,
Then top and maintop croud the sail,

Heave care o'er side !
And large, before enjoyment's gale,
Let's tak the tide.

This life, sae far's I understand,
Is a' enchanted fairy land,
Where pleasure is the magic wand.

That, wielded right,
Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand.

Dance by fu' light.

The magic-wand then let us wield;
For, ance that five-an'-forty's speel'd.
See crazy, weary, joyless eild,

Wi' wrinkl'd face.
Comes hostin, hirplin owre the field,

Wi' creepin pace,.

When